Mi ichelle Bauer’ s Swan Song—See Page 6 





Vol. X, No. 26, Soueuber 26, 1904 Joe Bob Hele Prop. $3 


Three Strikes You're ... What? 


eople don’t listen. 

Several weeks ago Mario 
Cuomo made this great speech 
about fighting crime and how 
to do it, and the big line in the 
speech was “Three strikes and 
you rein.” And what he meant 
was: three felony convictions, 
and youre going to prison for- 
ever, dude. 

So everybody hears the 
speech, and everybody thinks, 
“What a clever saying,” and 
everybody thinks “What a 
great idea.” And so we get all 
these new bills and tough 


speeches and anti-crime legis- . 


lations, and it’s all called— 
“Three Strikes and You’re Out” 
laws. Not “Three Strikes and 
You're In,” but “Three Strikes 
and You’re Out.” It’s like 
they’re saying, if you commit 
enough crimes, they'll put you 
back out on the street. 

In California they even 
have a political organization 
called the Three Strikes and 
You're Out Committee. Every- 
body on those “Brunch with 
the Living Dead” political talk 
shows on Sundays calls it 
“Three Strikes and You're 
Out.” And so what’s happened 
is that, in less than six months, 
we took something that was 
actually clever and turned it 
into an 80-year-old cliche. 

You know what I’m talkin 
about? It’s just like the word 
“high-tech,” which started out 


in the eighties as a way to. 


describe buildings that had ex- 


“ 





Medieval dominatrix Carlton Lynx, left, and nubile princess Diana 

Frank are on a quest for a couple of magic swords, leaving Chuck 

Mavich wondering about his own sword in the samurai kung-fu 
comedy Eyes of the Serpent. 
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FORTUNATELY, THE EXPERTS AT 
TIME-WARNER BOOKS JUST COM- 
PLETED A STUDY PROVING THAT 
TIME-WARNER MEDIA PRODUCTS 
ARE, IN FACT A BOON TO ALL 
OF HUMANITY /! 








































posed pipes and cement floors and columns in the 
middle of the room. In other words, all the technology 
of the building could be seen. It wasn’t covered up by 
wood panelling or cheesy drapes. | 

So this definition lasts about one year, and then 
what happens? Everybody starts using “high-tech” 
to mean “something that has a bunch of computers 
inside and chrome on it.” The opposite meaning. 
They started using it to mean, “fancy,” “compli- 
cated,” like stuff they sell at Sharper Image. 

And nobody even notices. 

What’s going on here? I know there’s some pro- 
found insight into human nature I’m supposed to 
figure out from this, but I have no idea what it is. If 
you have a clue, lemme know. 

Meanwhile, I'll be finishing up this column on 
my high-tech Big Chief notebook with No. 2 pencil. 
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Speaking of people with scrambled brains, some- 
body thought it would be a good idea to create a 
samurai kung-fu comedy about medieval knights 
and princesses, and the result is Eyes of the Serpent, 
the movie that asks the question “How kinky were 
our ancestors?” 

It’s the old familiar story of two duelling queens 
who are trying to capture the magic swords, trans- 
late the ancient scrolls, and achieve absolute power 
while sleeping with whoever they want to and tor- 
turing the servants. 

Lenore Andriel is the evil queen Corva, search- 
ing for that perfect nekkid girl to sacrifice on the 
altar of blood and become ruler of the world. Lisa 
Toothman is the good queen Neema, trying to get a 
goofball swordsman to sleep with her and then lead 
her army into battle against Corva. 

And Diana Frank is Neema’s nubile daughter, 
frolicking through the woods in a chiffon gown while 
being chased by crazed black ninja knights wearing 
giant steel Jason hockey masks. 

Add a few whips-and-chains scenes between the 
evil queen’s general and a black-haired bimbo in a 
dominatrix outfit, and we’re talking one of the weird- 
est movies of the nineties. I highly recommend it. 

Thirty-four dead bodies. Ten breasts. Eye burned 
out with a hot poker, in closeup. Multiple aardvarking. 
Dagger to the heart. Throat-slitting. Swordfiights. 
Hand burned off. Cat fight. Blood sacrifice. Head 
rolls. Gratuitous belly dancer. Kung Fu. Drive-In 
Academy Award nominations for Carlton Lynx, as 
the dominatrix cousin, for saying “I was always 
jealous of your ruby red lips when we were children” 
and “Perhaps you’ve been dipping your quill in the 
wrong inkwell”; Tom Schultz, as the dimwit knight 
with a fake eyepatch, for saying “My sword can serve 
you even if my heart serves your daughter” and 
“Well, well, well, a man wearing a metal pig face”: 
Lenore Andriel, as the bitch queen who says “Do I 
have to do everything myself?”; and Diana Frank, as 
the innocent young princess who listens to a story of 
horrible tragic guilt and shame and murder, and 
says “Well, we all make mistakes.” 

Three stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 
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Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Melissa Anne Moore 


Scream Queens Taste the Golden Apple 


A gathering of 
modern-day Scream 
Queens’ overtook 
the well-known Hol- 
lywood bookstore, 
Golden Apple, in No- 
vember. Bill Liebo- 
witz, owner and 
mastermind pro- 
moter of B-movie ac- 
tresses, comic books, 
and erotic artists, 
arranged the ap- 
pearances of eight of 
the sexiest ladies to 
hit the cable screen 
to promote Market Square Pro- 
ductions’ Scream Queens 4 trad- 
ing card set. On hand for the 
special night were Ava Cadell 
(Hard Hunted, Fit to Kill), 
Debra Dutch (Hard to Die, 
Death Dancer), Antonia 
Dorian (Dinosaur Island), 
Monique Gabrielle (Evil 
Toons, Emmanuelle 5), Jasae 
(Roots of Evil, Bad Girls from 
Mars), Brinke Stevens (Haunt- 
ing Fear, Nightmare Sisters), 
Julie Strain (Witchcraft IV, Fit 
to Kill), and Sazzy Lee Varga 
(Severed Ties, Double Dragon), 
all decked out in their sexiest, 
most cleavage-enhancing 





Melissa ne Moore 





dresses, signing and 
smiling the night 
away. Also taking 
part were none 
other than the two 
biggest B-movie di- 
rectors, Jim Wy- 
norski and Andy 
Sidaris, together 
for the very first 
time. Rumor has it 
that a Sidaris/ 
Wynorski produc- 
tion could take place 
in the near future. 
Wynorski’s direc- 
tor’s cut of Dinosaur Island pro- 
vided additional entertainment, 
and several news and cable sta- 
tions were on hand to cover the 
event. Look for Liebowitz to ar- 
range another star-studded 
evening to promote the Scream 
Queens 5 trading card set some- 
time in February or March. For 
more information on upcoming ap- 
pearances at the bookstore, write 
to Golden Apple, 7711 Melrose 
Ave., Los Angeles, CA 90046. 
Perhaps the biggest of all the 
modern-day Scream Queens is the 
petite Linnea Quigley. Her ca- 
reer began in the early 1980’s and 
is still going strong. She has acted 


in more than fifty films and vid- 
eos, and graced the covers of 
countless magazines. Linnea has 
a new gig as cable talk show 
hostess for E Entertainment’s 
Attack of the Killer B’s, which 
will begin shooting in January. 
Linnea will take the show on the 
road, visiting movie sets and in- 
terviewing individuals involved 
in the making of B movies. The 
show will take a behind-the- 
scenes look at the world of B- 
movie actors, actresses, direc- 
tors, producers, writers, make- 
up artists, and anyone impor- 
tant to the making of a B movie. 
Linnea has also recently com- 
pleted filming Clive Barker’s 
Lord of Illusion for United Art- 
ists. Linnea has a special scene 
in which she morphs out of a 
painting while a monster franti- 
cally grabs at her. Linnea said it 
was great to work with Barker, 
but because of the special effects 
involved in the scene, she was 
covered with KY jelly—and that 
she could have done without. 
—MEL.issA ANNE Moore 
If you have news for Melissa, 
drop her a line c/o The Joe Bob 
Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 
TX 75221. 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears 
on The Movie Channel Saturdays at 11 
p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, — : 

11 Pacific. Beginning in January, the show moves to prime 
time, beginning at 9 p.m. Eastern, and also changes froma 
double feature to a triple feature. 

December 24: TC 2000: Kung-fu warriors of the future try to 
stave off the final destruction of the Earth, as environment-hating 
bad guy Jalal Merhi plots to put the ozone out of its misery. Billy 
Blanks is a security agent for the underground-dwelling wealthy 
people who gets drummed out of the service when his partner, the 
lissome Bobbie Phillips, gets killed and turned into an android. 
Merhi intends to use her secret knowledge to control the world, but 
Blanks has an ace in the hole—Bolo Yeung, as the wise martial 
arts master who will journey to the final Kung Fu City scene with 
Blanks. A confusing plot with pretty much non-stop kickboxing 
action. Two stars. (Second feature: Amazon: Ecological save-the- 
rainforest Finnish action flick (!) starring Kari Vaananen as a 
Helsinki businessman who commits a mercy killing of his wife and 
flees with his two daughters to Brazil. They’re rescued by Robert 
Davi, as a drunken Cessna pilot and gold prospector who enlists 
Vaananen in his get-rich-quick scheme, then gets a little ticked off 
when Vaananen falls in love with native school teacher Rae Dawn 
Chong and starts to go soft on him. The definite highlight is when 


Drive -In T 


Davi actually sings “The Lion Sleeps To- 
night.” Four stars.) 

December 31: Carnosaur: Legend- 
ary drive-in producer Roger Corman’s answer to Jurassic Park 
stars a midget Godzilla with a lethal lizard tail, but the scariest 
thing about him is that he grins exactly like Barney the Dinosaur. 
It’s your basic genetic-DNA-gone-hog-wild flick, beginning with 
poultry research at a secret Nevada lab where Looney Tunes 
scientist Diane Ladd has figured out a way to put dinosaur genes 
in chicken eggs to cleanse the earth of man’s pollution. Once the 
little meat-eating rascals get loose, they start wiping out entire 
hippie communities, and the only people who can stop Carny from 
eating all Nevada and crossing over into Utah are Raphael 
Sbarge, a drunken chain-smoking security guard, and his blonde 
New Age mystic ecology-conscious girlfriend, Jennifer Runyon. 
Two stars. (Second feature: Ulterior Motives: Nifty suspense thriller 
starring Mary Page Keller as a New York Times reporter, tipped 
off about a case of Japanese industrial espionage, who hires private 
eye Thomas Ian Griffith to help her. Pretty soon she starts to 
realize she’s being set up by everybody in the cast—and she’s about 
to become the target of vicious samurai yakuza guys. Four stars.) 

January is “Girls With Big Guns Month” on Drive-In Theater. 
Guests include Andy and Arlene Sidaris, Cynthia Brimhall and 
sexy newcomer Julie Smith. 
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Las Vegas corners the desirable Huggie-bottomed market with... 


Romper Room Roulette 


I ‘ve been spendin a lot of time in Vegas lately, 

and everywhere you go you've got hotels and 
casinos talkin about “the family adventure” or 
“the family place” or “the family fun center,” like 
all of a sudden Vegas is supposed to be the place 
where you send little Billy for summer camp. 

Who thought this up? 

There’s this “family casino” called Treasure 
Island that looks like somebody tried to build 
Disney World while taking amphetamines. It’s 
the creepiest dang theme park you've ever seen— 
it’s stuck right dab in the middle of the Strip. 

Then there’s the Debbie Reynolds Casino, 
sticken up out of the ground like a giant pink 
brassiere cup. Somehow I don’t think the words 
“Debbie Reynolds” and “Casino” were ever meant 
to be used in the same sentence. And it gets 
worse. Debbie performs there—like, all the time. 

Some genius even built a no-smoking ca- 
sino. I can’t remember which one it is, because 
I refuse to go inside any casino that doesn’t have 
smoke in it. 

It’s gotten so bad that the Riviera started 
billing itself as “Your Adult Alternative.” Trans- 
lation: No little rug rats scuffling around the 
coffee shop. 





Len Donato teaches Sara Susanné Brown the 
old Aardvarkus in Zee Darkus. 





Sara Suzanne Brown is the big-breasted housewife 
who can’t decide who to have sex with in the year’s 
millionth erotic thriller, Killer Looks. 


What are you supposed to do with a kid in Vegas 
anyhow? Send him to blackjack class? Teach him 
how to deal from the bottom? Pay a hooker $500 an 
hour to babysit him? 

Oh, I know I know I know I know, they have 
things for kids to do. There’s the Circus Circus, 
which used to be the only casino that welcomed kids. 
They can watch the trapeze acts while Mom drops a 
hundred on the slots. Or you can send em over to Wet 
‘n’ Wild while dad sits at the Caesars Sports Book all 
day, feedin those ponies. 

But my question is: Why would you want to? 
How many times can you walk into the Jungle Bar at 
the Mirage and say, “Tequila shooters for us, and 
Billy and Betty will be having Grape Fizz”? I’m not 
saying you shouldn't love your kids, but a Sesame 
Street Corral out in the middle of the desert would 
make more sense to me. Go pick up the little boogers 
next week. They'll be just fine. 

And speaking of things that don’t make a lick of 
sense, Killer Looks is this week’s flick, and it’s all 
about what happens when a guy can only be happy 
if his wife is aardvarkin around with strangers all 
the time, if you know what I mean and I think you do. 

What we've got here is another one of those “This 
is the nineties, and boy are we disgusting” movies, 
starring Sara Suzanne Brown as the big-breasted 
wife who cries a lot when her kinky husband makes 


her bring home strange men. 

Then one day she kinda, well, likes 
one of the strange men she brings 
home, and he’s a weirdo psycho, and 
pretty soon we’ve got your 123rd erotic 
thriller of 1994. 

Both guys want the girl, so, of 
course, they settle it in a civilized 
manner: they have a contest to see 
who wins. Sara is a little hacked off. 

No dead bodies (which never hap- 
pens with an erotic thriller). Thirty- 
four breasts. Multiple aardvarking. 
Three fistfights. Lesbo fu. Drive-in 
Academy Award nominations for Sara 
Suzanne Brown, as the ditzy house- 
wife who just doesn’t know who to 
have sex with, for saying “My 
husband’s not gonna come back till 
late tonight”; Michael Artura, as the 
weirdbeard husband who says “Come 
on, make your fantasy a reality”; and 
Len Donato, the lesbo-loving psycho, 
for saying “You’re much too beautiful 
to waste on one man” and “You're Vie 
turned on by the idea of losing her, Michael Artura teaches Sara the old Aardvarkus 
aren’t you?” Hydroparkus. 

Three and a half stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 
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The Lesbo Sandwich, for when Sara finally 
gives up. 





ichelle 

Bauer, the 
legendary scream 
queen best known 
for cult classics like 
Nightmare Sisters, 
Hollywood Chain- 
saw Hookers and 
Sorority Babes in 
the Slimeball Bowl- 
O-Rama, has re- 
tired from the busi- 
ness. In late Novem- 





... Wherein We report from the 
underground, the counter-culture, 
Che ou€-of-—€he-mainstream, ano the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 


I’ve made my deci- 
sion, and if I do one 
more thing, then Ill 
continue to do one 
more thing—and 
I’m really finished.” 
Michelle was re- 
portedly burned out 
by her final public- 
ity tour, for Vam- 
pire Vixens From 
Venus, and wants 
to spend more time 


ber Michelle > P with her young 
changed her phone OUlIeS; COM books, ano other daughter and help- 
number and told places where misfits Owell. ing her husband 
her long-time run his asphalt pav- 


friend, director Fred Olen Ray, to “tell everybody 
that I’m sorry but I’m finished.” Fred asked her to 


ing business in Simi Valley, California. She has one 
more movie yet to be released—Fred’s Attack of the 
60-Foot Centerfold. Michelle 
made about 40 films in a career 
spanning 12 years, and that 
doesn’t include her frequent 
work as a body double. (Joe Bob 
has often said she has the most 
perfect body in the B movie 
business.) Michelle’s last tele- 
vised interview was on Joe Bob’s 
Drive-In Theater in October. 
Her last personal appearance 
was at the Chiller Theater fan 
convention in New Jersey, also 
in October. An era passes. 
e 
Public News is one of your 
better “alternative weeklies.” 
(That’s the nice name for them. 
Nasty people call them “throw- 
aways.) After a decade, it’s 
settled into a comfortable place 
among Houston’s young night- 
lifers, with its up-to-date cover- 
age of music clubs, its aggres- 
Sive reporting on hot local top- 
ics like zoning (the whole idea 
of zoning is still controversial 
in Houston) and politics at the 
NASA Space Center, but it 
mostly relies on old standbys 
like personal ads and guide list- 
ings. Surprisingly, the theater 
and art reviews tend to be real 
academic. Bert Woodall, the 
| editor and publisher, keeps ev- 
erything lean and mean at about 
24 pages a week—small for a 
city of this size—and sells it to 





Sorry guys, this number is longer in service. Sigh. 
appear with him and Joe Bob on an episode of out-of-towners for $60 a year first class, $37 a year 
Donahue in December, and she said, “I'd love to, but bulk rate, payable to: Public News, 1540 W. Ala- 
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bama, Houston, TX 77006-4106. 
€ 

Bill Meyers proves that there is something 
more scarring and lasting than bad drug trips, Viet 
Nam flashbacks and Maude re-runs. That would, of 
course, be a Catholic school upbringing. Bill pub- 
lishes a 64-page short story bonanza, The Stake, 
devoting a suspiciously substantial amount of ink to 
stories laden with crucifixes, rosaries, killer nuns 
and horny priests. Most of the stories have a Twi- 
light Zone-esque spin, like the role-reversal yarn 
about the successful businessman who devises a 
bloody solution to the homeless problem, only to find 
himself rummaging through the dumpsters, a victim 
of his own handiwork. The Stake also boasts regular 
features, including book reviews, the ongoing wacky 
adventures of the Snopeses, a letters section and (a 
favorite among serial killers) the infamous “Severed 
Heads” column. A three-issue annual subscription is 
$9, payable to: III Publishing, P.O. Box 1581, Gualala, 
CA 95445. 

€ 

As 1994 draws to a close, it’s time again to look 
to Alan Caruba, founder of The Boring Institute, 
for the eagerly-awaited list of lists, that reigning 
champ of all end-of-the-year Best/Worst/Most lists: 
The Most Boring Celebrities of the Year. Topping the 
list of 1994 yawners is the man who just may have 
beaten out Princess Diana for “The Most Times on 
the Cover of People” award, O.J. Simpson. Over- 
exposed runners-up include Paula “Do Ya Think 
I’m Sexy” Jones, Prince Charles (“It’s not easy 
waiting for mommy to abdicate or die”), Roseanne 
and Tom Arnold, Bob Barker (“America’s poster- 
boy for senior sex”), everyone’s favorite whipping 
boy Michael Fay, Michael Jackson and Lisa 
Marie Presley (“Your move, La Toya!”), Garth 


Brooks, Curt Cobain and the entire state of Ar- 
kansas (“These folks elected Willy governor . . . five 
times!”). 
¥ 

What was the hottest gift this Christmastime? 
More than likely, the Mighty Morphin’ Power Rang- 
ers action figures and fluffy Barney slippers got a 
healthy piece of the spending-frenzy pie, but Charles 
Draper of Draper International has rallied for his 
share of the holiday market by introducing an un- 
usual gift item. That elusive gift for the person with 
everything—genuine dinosaur dung fossils. “Direct 
from the tar pits of yesteryear” come these “prime 
specimens of prehistoric poobah” which allegedly go 
for $11.95, payable to: Draper International, P.O. 
Box 958, Balboa, CA 92661. Incidentally, since these 
natural sculptures are million-year-old fossils, they 
are purportedly odorless, though something sure 
smells funny. 

© 

Here’s a new reference manual that may not 
make it to your local library: Bound for Hollywood by 
Carl McGuire. What began in the late seventies as 
a regular column for Bondage Life magazine has, by 
popular demand, evolved into acomprehensive three- 
volume guide to female bondage scenes in movies 
and television. Indexed by title and actress, this 80- 
page looseleaf handbook provides extensive text 
descriptions of hundreds of television and film bond- 
age scenes supplemented by a barrage of black and 
white photos. From Barbara Steele to Jamie Lee 
Curtis, you can find your favorite actresses at their 
fettered best. Volume I, which incorporates Carl’s 
columns from 1978 to 1985, is available now for $14, 
with Volumes II and III due out in a few months. 
Make checks payable to: Harmony Concepts, Inc., 
P.O. Box 69976, Los Angeles, CA 90069. 


Reviews by the Horror Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


JBRIDEs OF DRACULA 


“Marvelous” “stylish” Gothic classic starring “the master” 
Peter Cushing, “in his most masterful role” as Van Helsing “at 
his steely, intellectual best.” His co-star is the “very appealing” 
but “wimpy” “delicate” Yvonne Monlaur, “okay” as a young 
French girl who frees a suave baron (the “hammy” David Peel) 
mysteriously chained to the wall of his room, then watches as he 
fiendishly recruits the undead. He bites all the pretty women in 
the cast, as well as Cushing himself, but Cushing cauterizes the 
wound with a hot poker and takes a holy-water shower, until he’s 
fit enough to “turn the windmill shadow on him.” (“It’s tough to 
find a new way to kill a vampire. This is well done.”) “Eye-filling, 
compact—one of the best vampire flicks ever.” “This is really an 
excellent example of Hammer’s classic period. It tells an entirely 
new story while staying within 
the framework of the traditional 
vampire conventions of setting 
and style.” “Peel is certainly no 
match for Christopher Lee in the 
lead vampire role, but who would 
be?” “Beautiful set pieces and pho- 
tography are to be expected from 
director Terence Fisher, as are 
the grandiosely choreographed 
fights. Wonderful music, too.” 
“Purple—everything’s purple. 
Purple walls, purple water, 
purple garlic, purple horses, 
purple this and purple that. This 
print is gorgeous, and boy is it 
purple.” “Fisher directs with a 
foot in the realm of darkness. 
Lots of style and sense of dread in 
the atmosphere.” “There’s one 
screenplay element I can’t figure 
out. Why does being chained by 
the ankle stop vampire Peel from 
escaping his mother? I don’t get 
it. Ain’t he supposed to be some kinda real bad guy?” “The movie 
is marred by some plot holes. It’s called Brides of Dracula and 
Dracula is not even in the movie. Also, the girl agrees to marry 
the vampire, but she doesn’t even know him. Dumb.” Seven dead 
bodies. Heart-staking. Holy-water burning. Rubber flapping bat. 
Hissing fang Fu. Cast: Miles Malleson (“great comic relief” as 
Dr. Tobler), Martita Hunt (“quite good” as Baroness Meinster), 
Mona Washbourne (“nice comic touch” as Frau Lang), Freda 
Jackson (“literally hysterical,” “fun in the hammy Hammer 
tradition” as Peel’s old “nutty nanny” Greta), Michael Ripper 
(“very good supporting role” as The Coachman), Henry Oscar 
(“standout” as the “wussy innkeeper” Lang), Andree Melly 
(Gina). Writers: Jimmy Sangster, Peter Bryan, Edward 
Perey (“well-written”). [Hammer/MCA-Universal. 1960/92. ] 
Overall rating: 90. 


[HE UNINVITED 


System 


94-89 Classic 
88-84 Excellent 
83-80 Decent 

79-75 Watchable 
74-65 Pathetic 
64-50 Dog Doo Doo 
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“Truly frightening and eerie” “absolutely gripping” ghost 
story that begins when a goofy music critic, the “likeable” “su- 
perb” Ray Milland, and his sister, “wonderful” Ruth Hussey, 
buy acliffhouse on the remote coast of Cornwall, but are alarmed 
by the sounds of heart-wrenching sobs coming from somewhere 
inside. They’re further surprised by a visit from the “wonderful” 
“very impressive” Gail Russell, an “attractive and vulnerable” 
“psychic ingenue” inextricably linked to the place, and Milland 
falls for her. “They don’t make them like this anymore. Superior 
acting, superior story, horror effects obtained by atmosphere and 


Official Rating 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 


Horror Records 
Highest rating: 90 
(Brides of Dracula, 1960). 


Lowest rating: 56 
(Caged Terror, 1972). 


clever writing, making elaborate special effects unnecessary. It 
reminds one of the atmospheric horror films of Val Lewton, the 
director of the original The Cat People, I Walked with a Zombie 
and Isle of the Dead.” “One of the first serious cinematic ghost 
stories, and a pleasant flashback to the subtler days of horror. 
Kinda like Mister Blandings Builds His Haunted House.” “It’s a 
little on the tame side. It certainly doesn’t deserve being com- 
pared to Robert Wise’s much superior The Haunting.” “The movie 
does move at a slow pace, but the very Gothic atmosphere holds 
your attention. It’s basically a murder mystery with a ghost- 
haunted house twist.” “The film is marred by its forays into 
humor. The music even falls into an homage to the Marx Brothers 
at times.” “Gail Russell is what Isabella Rossellini could have 
been. She makes me want to cry.” “Milland supplies the perfect 
mix of dramatic flair and ‘I do believe in spooks, I do, I do, I do’ 
comic relief as the haunted-house leaseholder.” 
One dead body. Actual cliff-hanging. Cast: Alan 
Napier (“a little stiff’ as the town doctor), Donald 
Crisp, Cornelia Otis Skinner, Dorothy 
Stickney. Writers: Dodie Smith, Frank Partos 
(“clear,” “well-constructed gem”), from a story by 
Dorothy McArdle. Director: Lewis Allen (“fine,” 
“slow and deliberate”). [Paramount/MCA-Univer- 
sal. 1944/92.| Overall rating: 89. 


PUPPET MASTER III: 
TOULON’S REVENGE 


“Slick” “guilty pleasure” prequel—“the most 
intelligent of the series”—set in 1941 Berlin, where 
the “excellent” Guy Rolfe is “masterful” as the 
puppeteer who creates the killer marionettes, then 
watches the Gestapo murder his wife in order to 
learn the secrets of his five creations: Blade, Tun- 
neler, Pinhead, Leechwoman and Six-Shooter (a 
new puppet created for this movie). The “nasty” 
“charismatic” “always great” Richard Lynch is 
the “annoying and stereotypical” “hissing German 
weenie” who won’t rest until he develops a breed of 
reanimated zombie soldiers he can send into battle. (“Lynch’s 
quiet and measured passion for sadism is frightening.”) “Execu- 
tive Producer Charles Band and the Full Moon group has the 
straight-to-video horror process down to a science. Just enough 
bosoms and blood, good stories, attention to sets and costumes. 
Formula stuff, but well done for what it is.” “Nice production 
values, good effects—I hate to admit it, but ’m growing to like 
these.” “After following his career for year after year of crummy 
movies, David DeCoteau has finally directed a good film—a very 
good film.” “Even David DeCoteau, whose Cinema Home Video 
and Tempe Video films are among the worst ever, does a compe- 
tent job directing.” “The David Allen puppet effects look much 
sharper this time.” Minority opinions: “Typical churned-out dreck 
that’s only slightly better than the rest of the Full Moon sequels. 
Band should stop making these overpriced comic book stories.” 
“This movie is okay, but I’m tired of these damn puppets. The 
series has run out of creative gas.” Seventeen dead bodies. Eight 
breasts. Brick in the face. Wrench to the head. Garroting. Stab- 
bing. Ash-tray bashing. Gratuitous leeches. Meathook Fu. Cast: 
Ian Abercrombie (“excellent” as “good-hearted” Dr. Hess), 
Sarah Douglas (“not believable” as “sweet, matronly” puppeteer’s 
wife Elsa Toulon), Aron Eisenberg (“a little annoying at times” 
as Peter), Michelle Bauer (“topless cameo” as hooker Lili), 
Walter Gotell (“suitably slimy” as Nazi Gen. Mueller), 
Kristopher Logan (“convincing” as Lt. Stein), Matthew Faison. 
Writer: C. Courtney Joyner (“thought and imagination,” “tightly 
written”), from a story by Joyner, Band. |Full Moon/Paramount. 
1991.] Overall rating: 88. 


([\ALE OF A VAMPIRE 
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“Boring” “passionless” Gothic tearjerker starring Suzanna 
Hamilton as a lonely London librarian who falls in love with 
“naturally charming” “brooding simp” Julian Sands, “a sexy, 
stoic, yet totally amoral modern-day vampire stud.” But little 
does she know that she reminds Sands of his lover from 300 years 
ago (also played by Hamilton), and that one of Sands’ jealous 
rivals has it in for her—the “cold and nasty” Kenneth Cranham, 
“who for some reason never takes off his hat.” “The dark, ominous 
mood created by cinematographer Zubin Mistry leads one to 
expect that it will serve up some serious chills or shocking 
conclusion. Only in the last 20 minutes does it reveal 
that it has nowhere to go and it intends to ineptly 
stumble its way there.” “Very weird and not entirely 
fun, but there’s something very compelling about it.” 
“Boo hoo hoo.” “A plodding pace, but it has some creepy 
moments. The moviemakers seem to have studied their 
Anne Rice. A premise any horror fan has seen a hundred 
times before.” “The vampire mystique really cannot be 
modernized. Of all the attempts to do a contemporary 
vampire story, the only really successful ones have been 
the Belgian Daughters of Darkness (1971) and Doctors 
Wear Scarlet (British, 1971). One really needs that whiff 
of Gothic atmosphere for a good vampire story.” “Even 
though she has that sultry Ally Sheedy look that appeals 
to my most lustful (and patronizing) desires, Hamilton 
as the love interest did nothing for me at all, thanks to 
her complete lack ofa performance.” “The special effects 
boys should attend a seminar: ‘Fog: Where It Comes 
From, How It Really Looks.” Nine dead bodies. One 
explosion. Blood-drinking. Cat-blood sucking. Throat 
self-cutting. Rat stroking. Pipe through the sternum. 
Head squishing. Hand ina box. Cast: Marian Diamond 
(“standout” as “prototypical mousy librarian” Denise), 
Michael Kenton (magazine man), Catherine Blake, 
Mark Kempher, Nik Myers, Ken Pritchard (bum). 
Writers: Shimako Sato, Jane Corbett (“muddled,” 
“murky,” “too much dialogue,” “a hundred unfilled plot 
holes”). Director: Sato (“striking camerawork, but point- 
less”). [Vidmark. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 78. 


([‘ALES THAT WITNESS MADNESS 


“Slow” “incoherent” “haphazard” anthology—“but with a 
certain British flair’-—framed by “weirdbeard techno-shrink” 
Donald Pleasence, being “his usual droll self” as he shows Jack 
Hawkins around a mental asylum and introduces him to the 
“fantastic” stories of each patient. In “Mr. Tiger,” “probably the 
best story,” a kid has an imaginary tiger that kills his bickering 
parents, Donald Houston and Georgia Brown (who maintains 
a continual state of “annoyingly melodramatic hysteria”). Next 
comes “the weakest” story, an “incomprehensible” tale of an 
antique dealer transported into the past by a bicycle. In “Mel,” 
jealous wife Joan Collins bitches at her rival—a tree shaped like 
a woman. (“The scene where she throws her drink in the tree’s 
‘face’ is seventies camp at its finest.”) And in the “neat” finale, a 
voodoo cannibal tale, “standout” Kim Novak unknowingly eats 
her own daughter, the “suitably perky” sacrificial virgin Mary 
Tamm, after the two of them fight over “two sinister Hawaiian 
hunks.” “Typical British seventies horror anthology, though not 
as good as the ones from Hammer. Almost no character develop- 
ment, very little suspense.” “The 1970’s Amicus Pictures antholo- 
gies, including this one, were made to British standards of 
production, which means very good indeed. Even their low- 
budget exports seem to be more polished than their American 
counterparts. Not as good as From Beyond the Grave, but still 
better than average.” “Probably the worst of the anthology films 
that came out in the seventies.” “All four segments feel like the 
Readers Digest Condensed Versions of longer stories. It’s as if 
each story were written to fill a predetermined time allotment.” 
Eight dead bodies. Three breasts. One explosion. Oatmeal-faced 






Suzanna Hamilton and Julian Sands swap blood in the murky, 
confusing Japanese-British co-production Tale of a Vampire. 


zombie ghost. Cast: Michael Jayston (“standout” as “British 
hepster type married to Joan Collins”), Suzy Kendall (“blends 
in with the scenery” as Ann Beatrice), Peter McEnery (Tim), 
Michael Petrovitch (“good” as “adulterous cannibal”), Leon 
Lissek (“good” as “adulterous cannibal”). Writer: Jay Fairbank 
(“weakest link”). Director: Freddie Francis (“mostly fine job,” 
“sreat style”). [Amicus Pictures/Paramount. 1973/91.] Overall 
rating: 78. 


Dont GO TO SLEEP 
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SO-SO 


“Tame cheap, du 


ghost story” about a little girl (Robin Ignico) whose older sister 
(Kristen Cumming) dies in an automobile accident, but appears 
again each night to help her sibling plan the systematic killing of 
the rest of the family, which has just moved to a new house at 
13666 Boondock Lane. Each family member blames himself for 
the girl’s death, including “convincing” but “miscast” Dennis 
Weaver, the “wimpy” “guilt-ridden, semi-alcoholic father”; 
Valerie Harper, who is “good” as the mom, “witha few moments 
of great dramatic intensity”; and Ruth Gordon, “marvelous as 
always’ as the “dotty” “wacky granny.” It allleads toa “confusing” 
“major bullshit ending.” “When will moviemakers learn that we 
hate smart-ass wise-mouth kids and we can’t sympathize with 
them and want to see them die horribly?” “No surprises for 
anyone familiar with the genre. Hardcore horror fans may go to 
sleep.” “Seriously derivative of Poltergeist, right down to the 
presence of whiny clown-bait Oliver Robins. Also reminiscent 
of Audrey Rose, The Omen and The Exorcist, but with none of the 
finesse.” “It’s standard evil-children fare with a touch of The 
Other thrown in. Less effective, however.” “Nice set-up and wrap- 
up, but a lot of treading water in between. Whenever you start to 
get into it, it does something to remind you that it’s made for TV. 
Loved it, hated it, loved it, hated it.” “Fairly standard made-for- 
TV horror flick. This was churned out by Aaron Spelling and 
Douglas Cramer during their prolific series period, probably an 
extra bonus from the network.” “Completely implausible use of a 
pet iguana as a murder weapon spoils the credibility of the film.” 
Minority opinion: “One of the best made-for-TV films ever, along 
with Dark Night of the Scarecrow. The film creates an effectively 
eerie atmosphere.” Gordon has the best line: “I don’t think he 
knows sheep from shoe polish.” Four dead bodies. One explosion. 
Radio in the bathtub. Flaming bed. Pizza-cutter Fu. Cast: Robert 
Webber (“nice small part” as psychiatrist Dr. Cole), Claudette 


Nevins. Writer: Ned Wynn (“neat and sweet”). Producer/Direc- 
tor: Richard Lang (“high marks”). gees as ni- 
corn. 1982/91.] Overall rating: 77. 


WRITER °S BLOCK 


“Implausible” “boring waste of 
time”—“a perfectly average TV 
movie’—starring “likeable” “sympa- 
thetic” Morgan Fairchild as a novel- 
ist who creates characters based on 
people she hates, then kills them off. 
Butnow someoneis really killing them— 
and it might be her main character, the 
“Red Ribbon Strangler.” “A dumbed- 
down, no-frills version of Stephen King’s 
The Dark Half.” “Ablend of police thriller 
with fantasy that does not work—the 
combination seems incongruous.” “This 
is something done a million times.” “The 
red herrings won't fool anybody.” “The 
last 20 minutes are purely paint-by- 
numbers.” “There are a coupla scenes 
where Fairchild is supposed to be run- 
ning in terror, and she looks like she’s 
modeling her outfit on the runway.” 
“It’s just amazing how fast Fairchild can type without making a 
single mistake. She must be using Microsoft’s Word 6.0 with the 
new auto-correcting spell-check.” Fairchild has the best line: 
“Every time I think about my ex-husband I still want to kill him.” 
Five dead bodies. Three motor vehicle chases. Cast: Joe 
Regalbuto (“convincing,” “workmanlike,” “surprisingly good” as 
Det. Browning), Danae Torn (“marvelous’” as “constipated book- 
store manager by day, horny barfly by night” Carla), Michael 
Praed (“just the right bit of mystery” as Andrew), Mary Ann 
Pascal, Cheryl Anderson, Douglas Rowe, Ned Bellamy. 
Writer: Elisa Bell (“poorly constructed,” “taut, well-written”), 
from a story by Bell, Tracy Barone. Director: Charles Correll. 
[USA Network/Paramount. 1991/93.] Overall rating: 75. 


& HILD OF DARKNESS, 
CHILD OF LIGHT 


“So-so” “tedious” “uninspired” “third-rate made-for-cable 
mix of Rosemary’s Baby and The Parent Trap” starring “amaz- 
ingly lifeless” “Erik Estrada fill-in” Anthony John Denison, 
“not believable” as a young priest who is sent by the Vatican to 
investigate the mysterious virgin pregnancies of two parishio- 
ners, prophesying the coming of a messiah and an anti-Christ. 
Unfortunately, it all leads to a “major wimpout ending.” “Not 
since The Seventh Seal has the threat of the Apocalypse been this 
dull. We’d welcome the end of the world if it would also mean the 
end of the movie.” “Another bad made-for-USA-Cable thriller 
with lots of name actors and a below-average script. The tacked- 
on final scene is unnecessary and stupid.” “No suspense and little 
surprise. Stuffjust happens.” “Pregnant-Catholic-schoolgirls-in- 
uniform fetishists will get about five minutes of cheap thrills. 
Others will be left as cold as a patient of Jack Kevorkian. The 
video is shorn of 15 minutes ofits original running time.” “The evil 
is vanquished way too easily, and the twist ending is unmotivated.” 
Minority opinion: “Despite an awkwardly executed twist ending, 
this film delivers nearly all of its punches, and interest never 
sags.” Best line: “Your evil web doesn’t work with me! You’re the 
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Kim Novak (left) eyes daughter Mary Tamm, who looks 
(and is) good enough to eat, in the haphazard anthology, 
Tales That Witness Madness. 


devil’s whore!” Eleven dead bodies. Two motor vehicle chases, 
with crash and burn. Three explosions. Skin-slicing. Bleeding 
eye. Cast: Sela Ward 
(“deliciously lustful” as 
“juicy nun” “who loses 
her sanity to the dark 
side” and “comes to din- 
ner nekkid” as Sister 
Anne), Brad Davis 
(“confused as to what 
accent to use,” “perfect,” 
“a real embarrassment, 
yipping and yapping like 
an irritated puppy” as 
agnostic Dr. Tuckner), 
Paxton Whitehead 
(“classy”), Eric Christ- 
mas (“enjoyable but 
wasted” as monsignor), 
Viveca Lindfors (“sad 
to see her reduced to 
this” as maidservant Ida 
Walsh), Joshua Lucas 
(“mugging,” “much too 
hammy”), Sydney 
Penny (“believable” as 
teenage mother), Kristin Dattilo (“believable” as teenage 
mother), Claudette Nevins, Alan Oppenheimer, Richard 
McKenzie. Writer: Brian Taggert (“plot dull,” “dialogue te- 
dious,” “lame, stilted dialogue”), from the novel Virgin by James 
Patterson. Director: Marina Sargenti (“good,” “awkward”). 
[USA Network/Paramount. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 73. 


[DREAM STALKER 


o> « 


“Amateurish” “laughable” “unbelievably incompetent” 
“home-movie quality” “boring dry rot” starring “just terrible” 
Valerie Williams as a fashion model whose fiance is killed in a 
motocross race, leaving her with his gift, a music box, that is 
somehow connected with her increasingly violent dreams about 
her lost “pizza-faced” lover trying to rape and murder her— 
especially after she meets an old high school friend and starts to 
fallin love with him. “This video mess makes America’s Funniest 
Home Videos look good.” “The general stiffness of the actors 
makes it possible to invest oneself in the film by identifying with 
the killer zombie and participating in each actor’s murder.” “Due 
to the video look and the music, this might be confused for a 
porno.” “The breasts are restrained or covered most of the time, 
and scary-looking when they do show them. The ghost wears a 
condom! And it breaks!” “There are no director or screenwriter 
credits. Obviously the guilty parties had the good sense to have 
their names removed.” “You know yov’re in trouble when the 
makeup guy’s doing acting—and in multiple roles!” Sixteen dead 
bodies. Seven breasts. Three explosions. Bullet in the head. 
Throat-slicing. Log in the face. Five motor vehicle chases. Cast: 
Mark Dias (“a big thumbs down,” “soap-operaish,” “comes close 
to Snidely Whiplash” as “loverboy zombie” Dead Ricky), Jan 
Stearman (Rita), John Tyler (Greg), Pamela Hong (“the lone 
daisy in this cowpie” as girl sidekick Sherrie), Keith Lack (“the 
worst fake-foreign accent ever committed to videotape” as Freud- 
ian psychologist Dr. Frisk), Michael Houlton (“truly awful” as 
Sage). [Available from Artistic License, P.O. Box 19407, Sacra- 
mento, CA 95819-0407. 1991.] Overall rating: 60. 


Members of the Horror Committee are Terry Blass, movie poster dealer, Catawissa, Pa.; D.L. Bogart, radio personality 
and writer, Joplin, Mo.; Richard Lee Byers, writer, Riverview, Fla.; Robert A. Campbell, fourth-grade teacher, Weymouth, 
Mass.; Vince Cornelius, Domino’s Pizza delivery man/musician/filmmaker, Caledonia, O.; Jon Elston, high school student/ 
journalist/filmmaker, Clarence, N.Y.; Paul Kazee, office manager, New York, N.Y.; Ken Nash, computer artist, Medford, Ore.; 
John Scoleri, editor, The Scream Factory magazine, Santa Clara, Calif.; Allen Shevy, publisher, World of Fandom magazine, 


Tampa, Fla.; and Matt Stone, controller, Westboro, Mass. 
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Newt’s Golden Rule: 


Be Nice to the Old People 


NS Gingrich was talkin about all the 
stuff we can get rid of, money we can 
save, crapola we can gouge out of the budget. 
And he said he’s willing to look at everything as 
expendable. 

Except for one thing. 

“Everything’s on the table except Social 
Security,” he said. 

In other words, Newt will consider cutting 
every government program that exists—ex- 
cept the one that’s bankrupt! 

Now, remember, we’re talkin about the 
leanest, meanest arch-conservative that ever 
walked the planet Earthus Republicanus. 

And, remember, we're talkin about the 
biggest social program in the history of the 
world—the one that started the New Deal, or 
at least symbolized it. Social Security is about 
the most liberal, if not outright Communist, 
idea you can imagine. Because the idea of it is 
that the government will take care of you—no 
matter how well you took care of yourself. It’s 
a pure-dee Big Brother program. 

So why won’t Newt Gingrich consider 
gettin rid of it? 

You tell me. 

Why won’t somebody at least say that you 
can’t take more money out of Social Security than 
you put into it? If you only contributed $26,000 
during your lifetime, then your government spigot 
oughta dribble out when you draw dollar bill Num- 
ber Twenty-six Thousand. Doesn’t this seem fair to 
a Republican? It’s called Paying Your Own Way, an 
old standard in the Republican songbook. 

But nope. Not when it comes to Social Security. 

Is it because we’re talkin about old people here? 

Why should that stop anybody? It doesn’t stop 
em when theyre cuttin funds for sick people, or 


R.LP. 


Senator Drive-In 
Prescott, Arizona 








Religion Alert! The Senator Drive-In in 
Prescott, Arizona, is being ripped down so some- 
body can put in a church. Just what Arizona 
needs—another church. Russ Miller, a veteran 
of the Senator back when Prescott was a decent 
cowtown and not just another elephant’s-grave- 
yard retirement community, reminds us that, 
without eternal vigilance, it can happen here. 














mental patients, or street bums. 

Whenever the arch-Republicans make their ar- 
guments against abortion, they say that the young 
pregnant girls should get help raisin that baby from 
churches, and from their families, and from the 
husband. 

You could say the same dang thing about the 
elderly. They could get help from their church, or 
their family, or their spouse. But they don’t have to, 
because they get it from the government. 

And, meanwhile, we’ve been payin out more and 
more, and takin in less and less, every year that 
Social Security continues. The only worse program I 
can think of is Medicare. 

It’s obvious that there’s not enough money to do 
this. It’s a good idea, but the only way to Get Real 
about it is to declare Social Security bankrupt. Stop 
payin the money. Cut off the faucet. 

Then, if people really want it, they'll vote special 
taxes for it. They'll pay for it. 

Wouldn’t that be the Republican way to dothings. 

Huh, Newt? 

Answer me, Newt. 

Why is Social Security different? 

If Newt can’t answer me, somebody else write in 
and tell this ole Texas boy, cause I don’t have a clue. 
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“Contract With America” is the by-God answer to welfare and crime in the... 


World According to Newt 


N™ Gingrich, the first Speaker of the House 
named after a lizard, has this “Contract With 
America” dealie that basically says two things: 

We need to stop spending so goldurn much 
money on welfare—and try to get people to pay their 





own way, no matter what’s wrong with em. 

And, Numero Two-o, we should be puttin more 
people in jail and leavin em there. 

Okay, let’s do a little experiment here. Let’s take 
a homeless mental patient—one of those guys with a 
spaghetti strainer on his head who rides the New 
York City Subway System playin “Born Free” on a 
zither. Let’s take this guy and assume that the 
government is gonna do nothin, zippo, nada. 

Now let’s send him to some place where rich 
people live. Hey! Here’s one! Newt Gingrich’s subur- 
ban Atlanta Congressional district. Let’s send him 
there. Instead of panhandlin on the subway from 
people who can barely afford the dollar-and-a-quar- 
ter it costs to get through the turnstile, let’s have him 
ask for help door-to-door in suburban Atlanta. While 
he’s at it, let’s have him visit all the churches there. 
Ask em for food, a place to stay, a job. 

And you know what we'll find out? We'll find out 
that all those churches have “policies,” and most of 
the policies say that their hand-outs are for members 
of the church. Period. And if they do anything for the 
guy, they'll send him to the Salvation Army or some 
other shelter that basically lets you stay there from 
sundown to sunup, but then you have to leave again. 
The guy’s basically gonna be wanderin the interstate 


for the next thirty years. 

Now let’s do another experiment. Let’s take the 
spoiled rich 17-year-old son of a suburban Atlanta 
banker. Let’s say this guy gets drunk, spins out on 
the highway, and kills Mr. Spaghetti Strainer on His 
Head Homeless Guy. 

Now let’s apply the old Republican 
Criminal Justice Test to this kid. By all 
Republican standards: 

Yes, it’s murder. 

Yes, he should be certified as an 
adult. | 

Yes, he should be sentenced to the 
maximum. 

Yes, he should be denied parole for 
at least twenty-five years. 

Somehow I don’t think so. 

A hundred years ago you could of 
done the Newt Gingrich “Contract With 
America,” because there were neigh- 
borly people who actually took care of 
the bums in the area. 

And a hundred years ago you could 
of trusted the Republican get-tough-on- 
crime plan, because no judge cared 
whether the kid was rich or poor, 
whether he had a football scholarship or 
not, whether he was headed for a banking career or 
a lifetime in a packing plant. 

But not today. 

Not in 1995. 

This is a mean country. 

Newt just made it meaner. 
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Ocean Breeze Drive-In 
Myrtle Beach, South Carolina 


Lest we forget. Whisper a silent prayer for 
the Ocean Breeze Drive-In in Myrtle Beach, 
South Carolina, which was unique in that the 
concession stand was located in a building under 
the screen. It was demolished in stages—the lot 
in the late fifties, the screen in 1962, and projec- 
tion building in 1970. For many years the park- 
ing lot was the site of the Civitan Club’s annual 
Thanksgiving Turkey Shoot, and today it’s the 
site of Captain Alfs Restaurant. Fred Hamilton 
of North Myrtle Beach reminds us that, without 
eternal vigilance, it can happen here. 


To the editor [Stars and 
Stripes, European edi- 
tion]: 

I was revolted by 
Joe Bob Briggs’ column. 
It shows a total disre- 
spect to females in gen- 
eral and a tolerance for 
sexual harassment. 

I tell acquaintances 
that the military’s zero 
tolerance of this kind of 
behavior is a plus on its side. 

Mr. Briggs managed to show his total ignorance 
for physical conditioning by awarding four stars to 
Cindy Crawford’s video, while every major fitness 
magazine has dubbed it the “I-love-me video.” Ms. 
Crawford’s video received an “F” in Shape, January 
1993 issue, along with a warning that it was so badly 
done it could be harmful and dangerous. 

I know this letter will not change Mr. Briggs. 
Maybe he’ll just laugh. But thank God I am blessed 
to live and work where this barbaric behavior is not 
tolerated and where women are respected and not 
seen just for their “tushies and bods.” 

Lt. Stephanie Ann Potocko 
Katterbach, Germany 
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Dear Stephanie: 
Give Joe Bob a widdle kiss. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Just a note to say thanks for all those whoop-ass 
movie reviews. We don’t have a drive-in for a hun- 
dred miles, but the reviews are great. I laughed so 
hard last week a big chunk of globulated chainsaw 
oil fell out of my ear. All of a sudden I could hear my 
wife scream at me ... “put up that damn paper and 
help out with the kids.” 

So, I stuck it back in my ear. 

Keep whoopin, 

Rick Poore 

Fall River Mills, Calif. 
Dear Rick: 

I've always wanted to meet someone who actually 
did stick it in his ear. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

If you want to prevent “casual” sex, take a bunch 
of kids to a labor and delivery room. Then show them 
the relative effectiveness of contraceptives—only 
80-95 per cent. 

Trust me—after pushing a nine and a half pound 
baby boy through my legs, I’m never risking this 
again! (My husband of eight years isn’t thrilled with 
my new pledge of celibacy!) 

After that, complications set in—starting with a 
mind-numbing headache and seizures to a probable 
amputation of my big toe. 

Pregnancy and birth are no picnic. But my son is 


ADVICE 


to the Hopeless 


worth it! 
Debbie Quinn 
Pacifica, Calif. 
Dear Debbie: 

Somehow, I don’t 
think taking Lonnie, the 
17-year-old gang mem- 
ber, toa labor and deliv- 
ery room, is gonna im- 
press him very much. 

I can see how girls 
would be very im- 
pressed, however. It would probly spoil it for the rest 
of us forever. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

You had some recent questions. Before Sleep- 
walkers Madchen Amick was in a USA cable movie, 
I’m Dangerous Tonight, directed by Tobe Hooper 
(MCA/Universal). It also stars Tony Perkins. She 
buys a chest at a yard sale which contains the red 
robe of an executioner/priest from an ancient Cen- 
tral/South American religion which practiced hu- 
man sacrifice. She makes a sexy dress from the robe 
and goes to the school dance wearing it. The dress 
makes her so horny she dances seductively and 
steals her cousin’s boyfriend. They go out to the 
parking lot to do it, but when she takes off the dress 
she becomes a born-again virgin and freaks. There’s 
a lot of other plot but this scene was funny. Block- 
buster has the tape. 

T-backs are the bottoms of two-piece bathing 
suits. They have more material than G-Strings. 
From the back they look like the letter “T,” except the 
vertical bar disappears into the ass crack. The state 
of Florida has banned them on state beaches. Some 
enterprising young females have been selling hot 
dogs from roadside carts. (Elayne Boosler remarked 
on the marketing ploy of hot dogs, hot dog buns and 
buns). One female comic commented on the irony 
that before T-backs she was always trying to keep 
her bathing suit out of the crack in her ass. T-backed 
roadside vendors have been declared illegal in 
Hillsboro County (Tampa), but are still okay in 
Pinellas County (St. Petersburg and Clearwater). 

Best regards, 

Patrick Quinn 

Tampa, Fla. 
Dear Pat: 

I’m ashamed that I wasn’t more well-informed 
about the things people are sticking in their... well, 
you know. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I read your recent column about cults, in which 
you wondered why the cult leader always has long 
hair, multiple wives, and guns. In fact, I read it over 
breakfast with my two girlfriends, in the company of 
a woman we had just spent the night “indoctrinat- 
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ing,” if you know what I mean and I think you do. 

I would just like to say that while I do have long 
hair, and am planning on keeping it, I am consider- 
ing getting rid of my Glock 19 9mm semiauto. It’s just 
too dangerous to keep it around the house. The stats 
on people getting shot with their own gun or a 
friend’s gun are frightening. Besides, now that one of 
my girlfriends has given me a “Dragon” wire-guided 
anti-tank rocket launcher, I don’t really need the 
Glock for home defense. 

Yours, 

Jef Poskanzer 

San Rafael, Calif. 
Dear Jef: 

I don’t really care why you have long hair, 
multiple wives, and guns. I just wanted to find out 
what you say to the girls that makes em wanna stick 
around. 


I figured the information could come in handy. 


Dear JB: 

No sooner do I send you one missive, when 
current events demand another. A clipping from the 
morning paper is enclosed, showing that the S.F. 
Board of Supes is busy, busy, and has found it 
necessary to punish the Bank of America for refus- 
ing to give no money to the Boy Scouts. Notice, also, 
that the entire state of Colorado is now off limits. 

There seems to be some dispute concerning mat- 
ters Scoutish. I was a Scout once by accident, and I 
guess we were not supposed to admit homos until 
they got old enough to be Scoutmasters, when it 
became a whole different kettle of fish. I imagine it’s 
the same deal now. 

On the other hand, in those days, it might have 
been dicey business to be definitive about the homo 


Joe Bob Jackets Back for an Encore! 








Joe Bob had these jackets made up as special Christmas presents 
for the crew of his TV show, and they were such a hit, he decided to offer 
them to his fans, foo. These high quality jackets have a charcoal gray 
wool body with red leather sleeves, collar and pocket slits. On the back 
is a full color chenille patch with the Joe Bob Briggs logo and extra 
stitching to read “Joe Bob Briggs is a close personal friend of mine.” Your 
name plus “Bob” (i.e. “Mary Bob” or “Sam Bob”) in red script on the left 
front costs $6 extra. First deadline for ordering is February 15. Allow 8 weeks 
from that date for delivery. Specify size—men’s XS/16-18,5/36,M/38,L/40- 
42, XL/42-44, XXL/46, XXXL/46-48, 4XL/50-52. Please use form to provide 
shipping address and fill out the following: 


$ Jacket $155 (XXLorlarger $170) Size 
$ (Texas residents add 8.5% sales tax) 

$ Name on front $6 

$ Shipping $5 Name on Jacket 

$ Total Daytime phone 


Buy a Year, Get an Autographed 1995 Binder for $10! 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gift) of The Joe Bob Report and get an autographed 1995 
binder for only $10. Hurry! Offer expires January 31, 1995. 
Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus 1995 
binder—S$80 in foreign countries. 


L_| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


OOKS 
INDERS 
ACK ISSUES 
Ordering information for any of Joe Bob's five books, 


1990-95 binders, or list of back issues available by writing 
to address below. 


Name 
Address 

City 

2,0 5 22. 5 ee eee ee 
Check one: MC __ Visa __ Exp. Date 
signature 


‘Cappuccino My Buti’ Mug 


This 15-ounce ceramic sipper is white with ‘Cappuccino 
My Butt’ on the front in black. (Other side says: “When did 
everybody go from thinking that coffee was a form of herpes 
to this new idea that a fourteen dollar cup of Tahitian Vanilla- 
Wombat Espresso will turn you into an art director for music 
videos?”—Joe Bob Briggs.) $9.95—plus $2.90 shipping. 


oS op 


Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-985-7448) 
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status of an 11-year-old Tenderfoot. The Fox Patrol 
did not take a survey on this, but I am pretty sure 
that our consensus would have been that the peener 
is for whizzing and that sex is dirty jokes. Perhaps, 
now, you have to declare your preference early, in 
order to qualify for various federal programs. 

I believe that the Chief Scout who is responsible 
for this confusion is an Irving chap. When you run 
into him at Rotary, you might suggest that he semi- 
capitulate and form a separate but equal splinter 
Troop, kind of a rump group, called the Nancy Boy 
Scouts of America. I imagine that would do it. 

I’m about to lose all respect for the gay brain. 
First they want to be in the Army. Now they want to 
be in the Scouts. Next thing you know they'll want to 
be in the slammer. In my day, the savvy guys all 
limp-wristed their way through their draft physicals 
so they would not have to be in the Army. Maybe 
modern wars are more fun. 

I forgot to tell you before, but just recently the 
lesbian league sponsored a mixed doubles tennis 
tournament at Oakland’s Mills College. Mills used to 
be all x-chromosome, negative bimbo, with minimal 
marital possibilities. I suppose it mostly still is the 
sort of place where you would send your daughter if 
you wanted her to major in Hysterical History and 
grow up hopeless. Anyway, they mix their doubles by 
having “one butch and one feminine.” This was in the 
newspaper, so there you are. I don’t know how they 
verify the bona fides of the players, but I am going to 
see if I can get on the Credentials Committee for next 
year. 

Supe Achtenberg, the champion of the anti- 
Scout, is our leading lesbian, and she issues press 
releases about it on a pretty regular basis. She has 
announced that she is not go- 
ing to accept her expected, and 
well-deserved, appointment 
that allows her to be accompa- 
nied by her domestic partner, a 
San Francisco municipal judge. 
I have not seen a reportorial 
analysis of who’s butch on that 
team, but ll passit along when 
it appears, which should be 
soon. 

Could you use a foreign 
correspondent in San Fran- 
cisco? I have a trench coat. 

Very truly yours, 

Stan Quentin 

Portola Valley, Calif. 
Dear Stan: 

You know, Stan, you send 
me these news accounts from 
the Bay Area, and I'm agog. I 
have nothing to say. Sometimes 
reality is just way too complete 
for me, you know what I mean? 


AY LIKED TH' PART WHERE TH’ 
SWAN QUEEN CRAPPED ALL OVER, 
THE WIZARD'S PICKUP TRUCK! 





THE COONTRY- AND - WESTERN VERSION OF 
SWAN LAKE” APPEALED To BUD AND EULAM4E. 
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Contest #1 


[Editor’s Note: “Find That Flick” has been ex- 
panded to two questions per issue. | 

John Combs of Harrodsburg, Kentucky: “Your 
‘Find That Flick’ seems to be doing so well, I thought 
I'd give it a try. I saw a Three Stooges full-length 
movie on late night TV in the early 1970’s. The 
Stooges managed to get aboard a rocket ship that 
took off, and they ended up on another planet. I 
remember them meeting up witha horse that changed 
colors, and they even sang a song with it. The planet 
was populated with robots who looked human, and 
for some reason the robots ended up chasing the 
Stooges. I vividly recall the Stooges opening access 
panels on the backs of the robots, and dumping 
glasses of water or monkey wrenches inside, which 
made the robots go up in smoke.” 


Contest #2 


Crazy Dan Marsh of Wayne, Michigan: “What 
is this movie? It ends with three nude female 
skydivers that run into a radio or TV station to take 


over.” 

A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. Send 
“Find That Flick” questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, 
P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the September 19 issue, Wes Pierce of Or- 
lando described “this flick on cable television about 
10 years ago. .. . The flick 
starred Carroll Baker... She 
played this woman who winds 
up being terrorized by a sinis- 
ter duo of brother and sister 
twins who she invites into her 
home. I remember a scene in 
which they torture her by lock- 
ing her in aroom and blasting 
this horrible song, which they 
play over and over again... .” 

We received three correct 
answers, SO our winner was 
chosen by drawing. And he is 


LOOKED NOT Like 
TAMMY WYNETTE ! 


Fred Morse of Austin, 
Texas: “The answer should be 
Paranoia. Kathryn West 
(Carroll ‘Baby Doll’ Baker) ar- 
rives in Italy for seclusion af- 
ter the death of her wealthy 
husband. Soon restless and 
alcoholic, she meets Peter, a 
young American vagabond, 
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who later seduces her in the 
shower. Debauchery deviates into 
lesbianism and drugs when Peter’s 
friend, Eva, arrives at the villa. 
Now that Kathryn has two tor- 
mentors, it means just the begin- 
ning of a contemporary version of 
Dante’s Inferno. Several years ago, 
Paranoia was available from 
Spotlite Video, a division of Re- 
public Pictures, P.O. Box 66930, 
Los Angeles, CA 90066-0930. P.S.: 
‘Love is the tool that strips a jet- 
set widow bare of her morals and 
her millions.” 

Additional information came 
from our two runners-up... 

Richard Wright of Albuquer- 
que, New Mexico: “The film Wes 
remembers is Orgasmo (1968- 
Italy/France), a/k/a Paranoia; 
Crazy Desire; Orgasm. The evil 
duo was Lou Castel as Peter 
Donovan and Colette Descombes 
as Eva. Umberto Lenzi was the 
director. The film was originally 
X-rated, but the video is a tamer 
R-rated version. The film also had 
Tino Carraro as Brian Sanders 
and Lilla Brignone as Teresa, the 
housekeeper. NOTE: There is an- 
other film also titled Paranoia star- 
ring Baker and directed by Lenzi!! 
Originally titled A Quiet Place to 
Kill (1969-Italy/Spain), this film 
was later cut to 77 minutes and 
retitled Paranoia. Baker played 
Helen, a race car driver. A couple 
of video guides I have seen have 
confused the two films. A Quiet 
Place to Kill is available on video 
from Unicorn Video, Inc.” 

Richard Linoleum of Park 
Forest, Illinois: “The one Wes 
wants is Paranoia (1968) with Lou 
Castel. Unfortunately, the one on 
video is A Quiet Place to Kill, Mov- 
ies Unlimited #48-1113, $59.99, 
with Jean Sorel. And just to con- 
fuse things the 1993 Video Hound's 
Golden Movie Retriever lists Para- 
noia and describes it okay, but the 
alternate title A Quiet Place to 
Kill is for the other movie. And 
that’s the one on video.” 


_ doe Bob’s Classifieds | 


Video Sales 


Troma Video Universe. Uncut, classic 
Troma movies including Class of Nuke ’Em 
High, Blood Hook, Girls School Screamers 
and Zombie Island Massacre have been 
restored to their original Director’s Cut 
versions and arenow available directly from 
Troma. Only $9.95 each (add $3.50 S&H). 
For the official Tromabilia catalog send $3 
to: Tromabilia, Radio City Station, P.O. Box 
486, New York, NY 10101-0486 or call 1- 
800-83-TROMA to order your videos today! 
Freezing your butt of in middle America? 
Then take a trip to Hawaii for only $24.95— 
with Bosco the Amazing One Man Band! 
Totally unique! VHS-PAL. Bosconova Pro- 
ductions, P.O. Box 243, Holualoha, HI96725. 


Fan Clubs 


The Gunnar Hansen International Fan 


Club. Become a charter member today! » 


Your yearly membership includes a sub- 
scription to The Buzz, Gunnar’s quarterly 
newsletter, an autographed charter mem- 
bership card, signed photo and product dis- 
counts. $15 payable to The Gunnar Hansen 
International Fan Club, 9131 College Pkwy., 
Ste. 13B, Box 101, Ft. Myers, FL 33919. 


Video Trades 


XXX-Adult videos traded for XXX-Adult 
porn magazines: hetero, bi, solo-male. State 
lifestyle with magazines sent. M. Stotts, 
17829-034, Box 247 M.D.C., San Juan PR 
00922-2147. 


Friends 
& 
Freebies 


Give us five names and addresses 
of friends or foes you think are weird 


enough to appreciate a sample copy of 


The Joe Bob Report, and we'll send 


you a free video from our stockpile of 


about a thousand titles. Unfortu- 
nately, you don’t get to choose the 
title—unless one of your five names 
subscribes to the newsletter. Then 


you get another video, and you get to 


choose it from the list. 








‘Sears Se es eee 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


Place a personal ad or message, 
sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! 
Fax your ad to 214-985-7448 and charge 
to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t 
forget your signature and expiration 
date) or mail your ad with check pay- 
able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 


2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 


appear in approximately three weeks. 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 





Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, TX 75221 
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